(Saturday, February 6, 1892, 


This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Two Claims already Paid.) 


= y Z 6, & 
y Ne 4 \ yy 
“ ; : y S . 
The sausages in old Podbury’s coat-tail ket attract 
®@ good deal of attention. : 
, ~s 


LZIEL. 


[ONE PENNY, 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 13, 1892. 


see him. 
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A good old Ironside of a slightly sportive turn of mind. 


EXPERIMENT. 
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hawing like old boots! Come up, you spavined scarecrow! Gerrrron! The road's 
etting as soft as butter."——(4). “Thirty miles from home, mud a foot deep, horse 
ead Jame, pouring cats and dogs and the bally oll plough to push. Well, Bounder, 
e always thought you was too much of a friend to serve us a dirty trick like this, 
put now, now you have shown yourself in your true colours.” 


A WILLING MEDICO. Lf “i : : —— 


BEAUTY’S TRIBUTE TO WIRTUE. 7 
“Valentine Day, this year, will long be remembered in the Sloperian Household, inasmuch as the occasion was seized upon by the ‘Friv.’ girls as a fitting 
opportunity on which to present Papa with a token of their appreciation of his many virtues. The ceremony was imposing, and Billy, who was deputed to make 
the presentation—a bottle of ‘Unsweetened’—surpassed himself, Poor Pa, especiully got up for the occasion, was greatly touched, and would have embraced all 
the ‘Friv.’ girls present had it not been for Mamma. Eventually, Papa was put to bed, still clutching the bottle, which, I regret to say, was then emply.”’—Tootsie. 


THE SKATER’S FATE. ; A PRETTY GENTLEMAN. 


——— 


“ A CHANGE took place in the morals and manners of the 
community,” says Lord Macaulay, writing of the Restora- 
tion. “Those passions and tastes which, under the rule of 
the Puritans, had been sternly repressed, and, if gratified at 
all, had been gratified by stealth, broke forth with ungovern- 
able violence as soon as the check was withdrawn. Men 
flew to frivolous amusements and to criminal pleasures with 
the greediness which long and enforced abstinence naturally 
produces.” 

Among the gentlemen blackguards of the period, a certain 
Philip, Earl oF Pembroke and Montgomery, should havea 
foremost place. In January, 1678, his name comes first into 
public notice by the announcement, in the House of Lords, 
that he had been committed to the Tower “for uttering 
horrid and blasphemous words, and other actions proved 
upon oath as are not fit to be repeated in any Christian 
assembly.” For these misdemeanours Pembroke was im- 

risoned a month, when, after humbly imploring pardon of 
od, of the king, and of this house, he was released, 

The way his Joedakip took to repair his health, impaired 
by imprisonment, was to make the round of the taverns and 
coffee houses, and two days later Philip Rycant, Esquire, 
complained to the House of Lords that,on the night the 
Earl left his gaol, he was standing at the door of the dwell- 


Fair One. Wonld you take me for a chemist's wife in the 
Fifteenth Century, Mr. Pharmason 2? 


: = ; i i imse! is mos P lolphus should make himself the 

Mr. Pharmason. Ot so - Adolphus loved Augusta fondly—ay, passionately. 2. While Adolphus was disporting himself in his most 3. That her A‘ digo 
ionicnet liter? eee m. Oh, that I might take you for one in the as for Augusta —well, if she did not love him, she finished niyle. the ig sah balet yap ee acids Hughings sock a ayOk Gensiug’ lobe sativa mien ing of a friend of his in the Strand, taking his leave, when 
———— — -— ee ee, muechly hi ished style of skating. One hero found himself floundering in eight feet of water. 7S r . Fi 4 vk hj : a « ss : 
Sloperies," 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, February 6, 1892. ob, that we shocks ‘over huve to tell the tale!-— This was too great a blow for our fair heroine— miserable and dejec Pembroke, coming by, struck him with his fist such a blow 


Sortunate, 


on the eye, as almost knocked it out; “and afterwards knocked 
him down, and then fell on him with such viovence, that he almost 
stifled himin the dirt; likewise drew his sword, and was in danger 
of killing him, had he not slipt into the house aud the door been 
shat on him,” 

For these playful proceedings Pembroke was awarded no punish- 
ment, but simply bound over in £2,000 to keep the peace towards 
Rycantand His Majesty's other subjects foratwelvemonth. But this 
was not the only outrage committed by the gay and festive noble- 
man on his release from gaol, for seven days later a coroner's in- 
quest was held on the body of Nathana-l Cony, gentleman, whom 
his lordship had beaten and kicked to death in a tavern called the 
* Rose,” in one account described as being in the Haymarket 
and in another as in Covent Garden (Russell Street, Covent 
veen, adjoining Drury Lane Theatre, is probably the proper 
address), 

The trial came on before the House of Peers, when it appeared 
that Cony and his friend, Heury Goring, on Sunday night, Feb. 4th, 
having dined and drunk heavily in the City, came westward ins 
cach, and, arriving at the “ Kose,” went to crack a final bottle at 
the bar, While they were there, Lord Pembroke, coming from a 
parlour, invited them to join his party. They did so, and after 
drinking awhile, got into a dispute about goodness knows what. 
Goring did not know. “Truly, may it please your grace,” said he 
in evidence, “1 cannot remember, | was so much in drink at the 
time.” Presently the Earl threw a glass of wine in Goring's face, 
and Goring drew his sword, but was hustled out of the room by 
the drawer, and lost in the scrimmage his sword and hat and peri- 
wig. He was then kept apart from the rest iu another room, but 
heard a great noise of quarrelling. When at last let out, he found 
his friend Cony lying senseless across some chairs, and, having had 
him covered over with blankets, left him to the care of the drawer. 
The drawer, in a way, looked after him, but let him fall down 
“divers times,” until about seven in the morning, when he was 
carried home in a Sedan chair to his lodgings. After suffering great 
agony fora few days, Cony died, and the Earl of Pembroke was 
found guilty of manslaughter, and, claiming the privilege of peer, 
escaped burning in the hand, and so went scot-free, 

As late as 1825, Coleridge, in a note to Blackstone, says, “ A peer 
may rob on the highway, steal horses once, break a house or rob a 
church (crimes capital tu a commoner), and is liable to no personal 
2Unishment whatever.” Within a year, this rowdy noble was again 
prought up for brawling, and this time received a broad hint that 
his company in London was no longer desired, What high jinks 
he played at his country houses, history has left no record. 

* 


* * * * *. 
Great anxiety prevails with respect to Billiam the Blood Stained. 
He has been missing two days, Alexandry is iuclined to think he 
has goue as a Pirate Chief on the Trackless Ocean, 
(Next week,“ The Foreman,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


= 

hd Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope at el enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


We're deeply obliged to you, LETTY MACLANE, But it’s hardly 
the thing we require ; You don't know your history at all,N.F.C., 
You are wrong in the date of the fire, Yes, SLOPER'S adventures 
ave marvellous, Tom, He's really a hardened old wretch ; We're 
greatly obliged to you, ALICE DE VAYNE, But we cannot make 
use of your sketch. You must be a flighty young charmer, Miss 
Jess, Your mamma ought to keep you in check ; You mustn't write 
any more missives of loop At lee. to the Eminent Wreck, You 
can do as you like in the matter, F.S., It matters to us net a jot ; 
Just send us the stamps, Bon, or gire usa call, We think we can 


Jind youthe lot, Thanks, WELL WISHER, thanks, we're delighted to 


hear That you still remain friendly to us; We think you are 
UNTIE McGRatTT, At having avoided the fuss. We 
wouldn't accept it at any price, WILL; As a poet you won't make 
your mark; We're sorry we cannot inform you, J. BETT, But at 
present we're quite in the dark, 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free: 


8 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable tv GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
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£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hkin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United a PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
Scorer’s HALrY-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


“Look how he pours that ‘Unswectened’ down!" said Mugby, 
who had been watching ALLY SLOPER with admiration. “ Why. 
he drinks it as though it were water!" “No, he don't, guv’nor,’ 
murmured the barman, sotte voce; “he'd never put water away 
like that.” ** 

“No,” said Bluffins, somewhat pompously, as he pushed a box of 
cigars towards his guest, “1 don’t smoke myself, you know, but 1 
always keep a few weeds for my friends,” “Well, I'm sure it's 
very thoughtful of you, old chap,” replied his companion, gazing 
sadly at the freshly lighted cigar which was emitting an odour foul 
enough to choke a mastiff ; “but look here, take my advice in this 
matter: save 'em up for your enemies ye 

* 


* 
Ou! why does ev'ry wretched lad 
With anguish .aake me foam, 
By giving me the thrilling news 
That “* Maggie Murphy's Ilome" ? 
* 


* 

Coachman, The guv'nor ‘ad a’igh old time of it larst night, I 
reckon, | druv ‘im up to the Hympire Theayter, and 'e told me as 
I needn't come for ‘im. I wonder what 'e come ‘ome in, eh? 

Valet. Well, Mr. ’Arris, I'm ina position to inform you, sir, the 
guv'nor came ‘ome in liquor, ¢ « 

= 


“My boy Alexandry tried the ghost trick on me the other night,” 
anid the Eminent, with a chuckle, “but I think I sickened him of 
it.” “What did you do?” asked a friend. “IT handled my pipe- 
case as though it were a pistol, and swore I'd shoot him if he didn't 
own upat once,” “What did he do then?” inquired the friend. 
“Oh, he gave up the ghost,” chuckled the F.0.M. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 407,—The “ Valentine” Costume, 


>, 
A GENERAL ATTACKING THE 
ENEMY. 


/ ‘7 


TAPPING HIS CLARET. 
Anil one of his best paying customers, 
too. 


SCENE—A High Class Registry Office, 


’ Lond Voiced Lady. 1am going to give a dinner to-morrow night and should 
like a lord to preside at the table, if possible. 

Clerk, Sorry, madam! but lords are off just now, but wecan let you have an 
M.P. or a County Councillor on very moderate terms, 


Tifis gent with the distingué air 
Ia Reginald Peter St. Claire; 
And what of him, pray ? 
No doubt von will ray. 
Well, nothing—except he’s all there, 


THE USUAL RESULT. 


lies Did Mrs. Griffle take the draught I 


sent her last night?” 


| 


“LTexpect co, sir, for she is awful bad 


this morning. 


(Saturday, February 13, 1957, 
“How de do? Had influenza?” inquired Spiffer. “ Yes,” Teplie.| 
his friend Spoffer. “ any for you, deah boy!” remarked Spiti-r 
“Aw—have you—er—had it?" asked Spoifer. “No,” answers; 
Spiffer, somewhat surprised. “Sorry for you, deah boy!” sa), 
Spoffer, “Er—why?" asked Spiffer. “ Aw—'cos you've got it 1, 
come, don’tcherknow, Ta-ta!". « 

o 


“HAVE ea half a sovereign, old chap?” inquired Smithson 
as he met Kid ington at the corner of the street. “No, I can't es, 
I have,” responded his friend, after pretending to search i; 

kets. “Er—by the way—er—don’t you owe me half a soy?” 
“Yes, | know I do,” answered Smithson; “I wanted to pay yor, 
now, but I've nothing less than a ‘thick ‘un,’ and as you haven’; 
got change I shall have to remain in your debt until 1 see ys), 
again. Good morning, old fellow, good morning.” And he hurricd 
off, leaving Kiddington kicking himself for dear life. 

. 


* 
YES, it’s very hard on you 
If, when seated in your pew, 
And feeling quite at peace with all mankind, 
Some ahrice confounded flat 
Takes a seat upoe your hat, 
And you have to look as if you didu’t mind. 
. 
s 
“ Poor fellow!" said Jones, who had been with Brown to see his 
friend Robinson, who is laid up, “he seems awfully nervous.” 
“ Naturally,” replied Smith, “his people have insisted upon sead- 
ing for the doctor.” *° 


Newly Married Woman. My husband is just perfection, dear, 
He seldom stops out late at night. 
‘ Old Married Friend, Then, you let him smoke and play cards at 
ome, 
New M. W. He never grumbles, 
Old M. F. Then, you keep a good cook. 
New M. W. He never swears. 
Old M. F. Then he always employs someone else to tack down 
the drugget. ee 
s 


IT is very sad, but poor Mrs. Flareup, the accomplished dresser at 
the “ Friv.,” has been laid up with sore eyes. You see, she was just 
standing in front of Popsy FitsPort, a-fastening of that humming. 
bird's wing she has for a bodice, when Flossie Sipbrut, playfui- 

| like, caught Popsy such a ouer in the back that it sent all the 
| powder off the poor girl’s face into old Flareup’s optics. [hate 
these practical jokes, Besides, girls needn't always go a-chalking 
of themselves white as if they had nothing else to do but yo in for 
understudies for the Enfant Prodigue, 
ss 


s 
_.SLOPER has a continual thirst—for knowledge. What he would 
like to know now is, who manufactures the scales used to ascertain 
the “weight of evidence”? en 
s 


Brown, Ah, old chappie, how are you? I want to ask yona 
question. You know more about Robinson than I do: has he 
made his fortune, or has someone left him a big legacy ? 

Smith, Well, neither exactly ; but I believe he’s been pretty suc- 
cessful in business lately. What makes you ask? 

Brown, Because he’s commenced calling himself De Robinson. 

es 
= 

“HALLO, Tompkins,” exclaimed Snip, “ what were you doing in 
that sledge the other day?" “Oh, only killing time, deah boy,” 
replied Tompkins, “Oh, I see, sleighing it, eh?” 


* 
OF the first loving kiss 
Snatched from coy little miss, 
oets and sonneteers rave ; 
3ut it’s nothing beside 
The rapturous pride 
Of the youth as he has his first shave, 
= 


Let 


“GARN 'ome,” shouted the injured hansom cab driver, who had 
only been paid a shilling over his legal fare, “Garn ‘ome ; anyone 
can see yer ain't used to cabs.” “My man,’ was the calm reply 
of the fare, “for a person in your comparatively humble station in 
life, you are an acute and clever observer of human nature. You 
are quite right, Iam nut used to eabs—I generally use my brougham.” 


* 

Auntie (on a visit). Well, Johnnie, and how are you, dear? 
Quite well—that's right. Now, if you're a good little boy, and 
behave nicely whilst I’m here, l'll take you to see the pretty fairies 
at the pantomime. 

Up-to-Date Nephew (aged 7). Oh, that be blowed! Who cares 
fora stupid paatomime? Tov deuced slow for this child. Take 
me to hear a epicy divorce case, Auntie, aud 1’m with you like a 
bird. ad 


“Wao was that fellow who wanted to speak to you round the 
corner?” said Softy. “A mendicant,” answered Robinson. ‘Oh, 
indeed,” ejaculated Softy, “I thought he was a beggar.” 


s 
“HALLO, old man!" shouted Buggins, “what have you got 
there?” “A three volume novel I've just written,” replied Scratch- 
erly. “What have you called it?” asked Buggins. “‘The Twen- 
tieth Century: A Tale of To-day’? That's funny. What did you 
give it that title for?” “Oh!” said Scratcherly, “that will be all 
right by the time it has gone the rounds of the publishers.” 


= 

Schoolmaster. Well, we must give young Oofsax a prize some- 
how, though he's the laziest young rascal in the school, Can't we 
rae to present him with the Scripture prize? He's better at 
that than anything. 

Assistant. So he is; but young Littlecash ought to have that. 

Schoolmaster. Ought he? Oh, never mind, give it to Oofsax ; 
he's a parlour boarder, and his father pays for him to learn all the 
extras, and it wouldn't do to offend him, We must study the 
parents in these cases, you know. : 


~~ 
“Economy, madam,” thundered the infuriated husband, as he 
dashed the dressmaker’s bill angrily on to the table. “ Don’t prate 
to me of economy: it is almost a stranger to you. You hardly 
know what it is. The only time I knew you to practise economy 
was when you bought a dress for the fancy ball. and then it was 
only in the length, and uot the price of it.” 
s 


OH! will someone please explain 
Why, when off to catch a train, 
And you're putting on your boots before the race, 
Which you're anxious not to lose, 
Why the Fates all seem to choose 
That moment for the breaking of the lace? 
=: 


* 

“HAVE you ever tried a typewriter?” asked one City man of 
another, as they chatted together in the railway carriage on their 
way home after business. “I have,” responded the merchant 
addressed, visions of the fluffy haired damsel who had manipulated 
the machine floating before his mind's eye; “and she tried me, too 
—for breach of promise.” o* 

* 


HE was walking the rounds of the eminent costumier’s show 
rooms. “Ah!"’ he said, artlessly, as he cast his eye on the shelf 


| covered with two inch by two inch pill-boxes, “1 never knew 


before that you were a chemist as well as a costumier. What a lot 
of pills you keep in stock.” “ Pill-boxes, be hanged!” answered 
the enterprising trader, “these are the costumes for the variety 
carnival dance. We don't keep ’em all packed togethcr, because if 
they got crumpled it would make ‘em too short, and, what with the 
County Council and all that sort o’ thing, people are gctting 80 
confoundedly particular.” 


Saturday, February 13, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE ON CRUSOE. 


_——- - 


“|s1 monarch of all T survey, My right there is none to dispute; 


y Xxes », Nor take out a licence to shoot. Neo 
ees es = ae bailitts or brokers 1 drend 
To carry off me or my sticks, 
And this hut I built over 
my head, Though of mud, is 
as jolly as bricks. They may 
talk of residing abroad With 
limited means fora plea, But, 
of the cheap places to live, 
Uninhabited islands for me. 
Quite out of my fashion I 
strike, All habits defying my 
ease ; | weary clothes just 
as [ like, And I think they 
are rather the cheese. No 

hers or bailiffs I fear, 
Ror e’er shot a man by mis- 
take; My venison, though 
cheap, still is deer, And game 
of the game laws I make. 
They may talk of residing 
abroad, At Boulogne, or 
Brussels, or Brest; But, of 
all the cheap places to live, 
Uninhabited islands are best. 
I've no Mrs, Caudle to twit, 
But go to sleep just when I 
choose ; The Corn Laws don’t 
fret me a bit, For I always 
wear very large shoes. I've 
nothing to purchase, and so 
With bills I'm never af- 
flicted, Aud quarrels I never 
shall know, Because 1 am 
ne’ercontradicted, They may 
talk of residing abroad, Or 
f flight to the brie vt Tanke; But of all the cheap places to 
ive, Uninhabited islands for me.” 
Thus sang Albert Smith, the Dook Snook tells me, some forty 
ears ago, and ever since, not missing a year, poor old Robinson 
rusoe has been trotted forth in some pantomime or other. In con- 
juding the second part of his famous work. Defoe makes Robin- 
yn say, “* Resolving to harass myself no more, | am preparing for 
longer journey than all these, having lived seventy-two years & 
fe of infinite variety, and learned sufficiently to know the value of 
tirement and the blessings of ending our days in peace. Poor 
Robinson, he has been busy ever since. And fancy, if he or Defoe 
aw his Crusoe impersonated by a lady, of whom I noticed one 
ritic said, “Her 
ne figure well 
tted her for the 
rt of principal 
vy,” and who is 
etrothed toa 
Polly Peachblos- 
m or a Polly 
Perkins, possibly 
f Paddington 
preen, 
The first edition 
f ‘* Robinson Cru- 
pe" is to be seen 
t the British 
useum, and was 
rinted for W. 


The fat ‘un. 


self was, for a 
png while, taken 
uirt seriously by 
he public—as 
as, indeed, Gulli- 
er's “ Travels "— 
or, in those days, Polliy Peachblossom. 
ook's tours had RITA PRESANO. 
ot been started, eee 
nd there were thousands of honest people who in all their lives 
ever got beyond the sound of Bow bells. Defoe, in 
e original preface, says :—* The editor believes the thing to bea 
ust history of fact,” which shows that authors then, as since, gave 
ay, now and again, to the painfully pernicious practice of story- 
elling. . Ba 

Robinson Crusoe was the title of the pantomime at the National 
tandard Theatre this year; and although it is now numbered of 
e past, I cannot refrain from telling all those among my friends 
ho were unfortunate enough not to have been present at even 
e of the representations what a treat they missed. Speaking for 
nyself, | must candidly confess that, as far as fun and general 
opsy-turvydom is concerned, I have a kind of preference for our 
ast End houses of entertainment. Spectacular effect, and all 
hat sort of thing, is, no doubt, pleasing ; but it is just a question 
hether the moderti playgoer doesn't find it a little monotonous. 


easting the eye is all very well, but I really TT. os bred 


studied a little 
more than it is 
at some of our 
West End 
Theatres. 
Among those 
who pleased me 
most in the 
National Stan- 
dard panto- 
mime were 
Rita Presano 
as Polly Peach- 
blossom, Emily 
Spilier as Rob- 
inson Crusoe— 
both of whom 
looked charm- 
ing—J. C. Pid- 
dock as Will 
Atkins, New- 
man Maurice as 
Dame Crusoe, 
and a certain 
young gentle- 
man (name not 
on programme) 
who — enacted 
the part of an 
awfully fat 
sailor, He had 
Will Atkins: nothing to say, 
J. C. PIDDUCK. ‘tis true, but 
in his case ac- 
Dns, indeed, spoke louder than words. The pantomime season will 
on be over now, and then, thank goodness, | shall once more 
able to disport myself, as per usual, at some of my favourite 
alls.” 


Robinson Crusoe, 
EMILY SPILLER. 


Dame Crusoe: 
NEWMAN MAURICE. 


AY. 


ers, 


> 
rz, 


| the machine floating before his mind’s eye; 


(Saturday, February 73, 1897 


“How de do? Had influenza?” inquired Spiffer. “Yes.” ren, 
his friend Spoffer. “Sorry for you, eah bors set | Brim 
Aw—have you—er—had it?” asked Spotfer, “No,” answer. 
Spates Bee Peed Spee! £0F you deab ‘boy 1 sii 
5 r—why ?" ask iffer. “ AW—'cos you've got it; 
come, don’tcherknow. Ta-ta!”. . Dis alls ee 
s 


“HAVE you got half a sovereign, old chap?" inquired Smj 
as he met Kiddington at the corner of the areee Ne eats 
I have, responded his friend, after pretending to search hi 
pockets, “Er—by the way—er—don’t you owe me halfa sov,!" 

Yes, 1 know I do,” answered Smithson; “I wanted to pay yor 
now, but I've nothing less than a ‘thick ‘un,’ and as you haven’ 
got change I shall have to remain in your debt until | gee il 
again. Good morning, old fellow, good morning.” And he harris j 
off, leaving Kiddington kicking himself for dear life, " 

*. 


* 
YES, it’s very hard on you 
If, when seated in your pew, 
And feeling quite at peace with all mankind, 
Some thrice confounded flat 
Takes a seat upon your hat, 
And you have to loo as if you didu't mind. 


s 
“ Poor fellow!" said Jones, who had been with Br t , 
eos page| wre is iis pp “he seems Batu arene 
“Naturally,” replied Smith, “ his le have insi * 
ing for the doctor.” 5 s si a 
= 


Newly Married Woman. My husband is just i 
He seldom bo ig out late at night. ? Pettersson, Git, 
Old Married Friend, Then, youlet him smoke and play cards at 


New M. W. He never grumbles. 
Old M. F. Then, you keep a good cook. 
org gee He Phe’ swears, 
M, F. Then he always loy: 
tio rarcee he alway a i someone else to tack down 
s 


IT is very sad, but poor Mrs. Flareup,the accomplished dres 
the “ Friv.,” has been laid up with sore eyes, You see! she was jot 
standing in front of Popsy FitsPort, a-fastening of that hummine- 
bird’s wit she has for a bodice, when Flossie Sipbrut, play fui- 
like, caught Popsy such a ouer in the back that it <ent all the 
powder off the poor girl’s face into old Flareup's optics. 1 hate 
these practical jokes, Besides, girls needn't always go a-chalking 
of themselves white as if they had nothing else to do but go in fur 
understudies for the Enfant Prodigue. 

s 


iol hasa ey al beste Ad knowledge. What he would 

ike to Know now is, who manufactures the scales used to ascerti 

the “ weight of evidence”? es a 
s 


Brown, Ah, old chappie, how are you? I want to ask yona 
question. You know more about Robinson than I do: has he 
nade his fortune, or has someone left him a big le; acy? 

Smith, Well, neither exactly ; but [ believe he’s been pretty suc- 
cessful in business lately. What makes you ask ? 

Brown, Because he’s commenced calling himself De Robinson, 

ss 


s 
“HALLO, Tompkins,” exclaimed Snip, “ what were you doing in 
that sledge the other day?” “Oh, only killing time, deah boy,” 
replied Tompkins, “Qh, I see, sleighing it,eh?” , 
= 


| 


s 
| OF the first loving kiss 
Snatched from coy little miss, 
| Let poets and sonneteers rave ; 
But it’s nothing beside 
The rapturous pride 
Of the youth as he 1as his first shave, 
s 
“GARN 'ome,” shouted the injured hansom cab driver, who had 
only been paid a shilling over his legal fare, “Garn ‘ome ; anyone 
can see yer ain't used to cabs.” “ My man,” was the calm reply 
of the fare, “fora person in your comparatively humble station in 
life, you are an acute and clever observer of human nature, You 
are quite right, I am not used to eabs—I generally use my brougham.” 


* 

Auntie (on a visit). Well, Johnnie, and how are you, dear? 
Quite well—that's right. Now, if you're a good little boy, and 
behave nicely whilst 1’m here, 1’ll take you to see the pretty fairies 
at the pantomime. 

Up-to-Date Nephew (aged 7). Oh, that be blowed! Who cares 
for a stupid paatomime? Tov deuced slow for this child. Take 
me to hear a spicy divorce case, Auntie, and 1’m with you like a 
bird. ee 

s 


“WHO was that fellow who wanted to speak to you round the 
corner?” said Softy. “A mendicant,” answered Robinson, ‘Oh, 
indeed,” ejuculated Softy, “I thought he was a beggar.” 


s 
“HALLO, old man!” shouted Buggins, “what have you got 
there?” “A three volume novel I’ve just written,” replied Scratch- 
erly. “What have you called it?” asked Buggins. “‘The Twen- 
tieth Century: A Tale of To-day’? That's funny. What did you 
give it that title for?” “Oh!" said Scratcherly, “that will be all 
right by the time it has gone the rounds of the publishers.” 
= 
Schoolmaster. Well, we must give young Oofsax a prize some- 
how, though he's the laziest young rascal in the school. Can't we 
manage to present him with the Scripture prize? He's better at 
that than anything, 
Assistant, So he is; but yous Littlecash ought to have that. 
Schoolmaster, Ought he? Oh, never mind, give it to Oofsax; 
he’s a parlour boarder, and his father pays for him to learn all the 
extras, and it wouldn't do to offend him. We must study the 
parents in these cases, you know. 
ss ¢ 


s 
“Economy, madam,” thundered the infuriated husband, as he 
dashed the dressmaker’s bill angrily on to the table. “Don’t prate 
to me of economy : it is almost a stranger to you. You hardly 
know what it is. The only time I knew you to practise economy 
was when you bought a dress for the fancy ball, and then it was 
only in the length, and not the price of it.” 
=z 


= 
OR! will someone please explain 
Why, when off to catch a train, 
And you're putting on your boots before the race, 
Which you're anxious not to lose, 
Why the Fates all seem to choose 
That moment for the breaking of the lace? 


= 
“HAVE you ever tried a typewriter?” asked one City man of 
another, as they chatted together in the railway carriage on their 
way home after business. “I have,” responded the merchant 
addressed, visions of the fluffy haired daneel who had manipulated 
J “and she tried me, too 
—for breach of promise.” a 

= 
HE was walking the rounds of the eminent costumier’s show 
rooms. “Ah!” he said, artlessly, as he cast his eye on the shelf 
covered with two inch by two inch pill-boxes, “I never knew 
before that you were a chemist as well as acostumier. What a lot 
of pills you keep in stock.” “ Pill-boxes, be hanged!" answered 
the enterprising trader, “these are the costumes for the variety 
carnival dance. We don't keep ’em all packed together, because if 


vey ce upies . would make ‘em too short, and, what with the 
vounty Council and all that sort o’ thin ople i tting so 
confoundedly particular.” ee 


Robinson, he has been busy ever since, 


Polly 


Saturday, February 138, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE ON CRUSOE. 


_——- - 


“Ts monarch of all T survey, My right there is none to dispute; 
) poor'’s fate or taxes | pay, Nor take out a licence to shoot, Neo 
bailitts or brokers 1 dread 
To carry off me or my sticks, 
And this hut I built over 
my head, Though of mud, is 
as jolly as bricks. They may 
talk of residing abroad With 
limited means fora plea, But, 
of the cheap places to live, 
Uninhabited islands for me. 
Quite out of my fashion I 
strike, All habits defying my 
ease ; I wearimy clothes just 
as | like, And I think they 
are rather the cheese, No 
hers or bailiffs I fear, 
Nor e’er shot a man by mis- 
take; My venison, though 
cheap, still is deer, And game 
of the game laws I make. 
They may talk of residing 
abroad, At Boulogne, or 
Brussels, or Brest; But, of 
all the cheap places to live, 
Uninhablted ictandeare beet. 
I've no Mrs, Caudle to twit, 
But go to sleep just when | 
choose ; The Corn Laws don't 
fret me a bit, For I always 
wear very large shoes, I've 
nothing to purchase, and so 
With bills I'm never af- 
flicted, Aud quarrels | never 
shall know, Because I am 
ne’ercontradicted. They may 
talk of residing abroad, Or 
f flight to the land of Yankee, But of all the cheap places to 
ve, Uninhabited islands for me.” 
Thus sung Albert Smith, the Dook Snook tells me, some forty 
ears ago, and ever since, not missing a year, poor old Robinson 
rusoe has been trotted forth in some pantomime or other, In con- 
luding the second part of his famous work, Defoe makes Robin- 
yn say, “ Resolving to harass myself no more, | am preparing for 
longer journey than all these, having lived seventy-two years a 
fe of infinite variety, and learned sufticiently to know the value of 
tirement and the blessings of ending our days in peace.” Poor 
And fancy, if he or Defoe 
aw his Crusoe impersonated by a lady, of whom I noticed one 
ritic said, “ Her 
ne figure well 
tted her for the 
rt of erinete 
vy,” and who is 
etrothed toa 
Peachblos- 
Polly 


The fat ‘un. 


m or a 


Perkins, possibly 


f Paddington 


Breen, 


The first edition 
f * Robinson Cru- 
oe" is to be seen 
t the British 
useum, and was 
rinted for W. \ 
avlor at the 


Robinson Crusoe, 
EMILY SPILLER. 


Polliy Peachblossom, 
RITA PRESANO. 
ot been started, 
ud there were thousands of honest people who in all their lives 
ad scarcely ever got beyond the sound of Bow bells, Defoe, in 
e original preface, says :—* The editor believes the thing to bea 
st history of fact,” which shows that authors then, as since, gave 
wy, now and again, to the painfully pernicious practice of story- 
ling. 

Robinson Crusoe was the title of the pantomime at the National 
andard Theatre this year; and although it is now numbered of 
e past, I cannot refrain from telling all those among my friends 
ho were unfortunate enough not to have been present at even 
e of the representations what a treat they missed. Speaking for 


nyself, | must candidly confess that, as far as fun and general 


psy-turvydom is concerned, | havea kind of preference for our 
ast End houses of entertainment. Spectacular effect, and all 


that sort of thing, is, no doubt, pleasing ; but it is just a question 


hether the moderti playgoer doesn't tind it a little monotonous. 
easting the eye is all very well, but I really think that the ear 
rt ought to be 

studied a little 
more than it is 
at some of our 
West End 
Theatres. 
Among those 
who pleased me 
most in the 
National Stan- 
dard panto- 
mime were 
Rita _Presano 
as Polly Peach- 
blossom, Emily 
Spiller as Rob- 
inson Crusoe— 
both of whom 
looked charm- 
ing—J. C. Pid- 
dock as Will 
Atkins, New- 
man Maurice as 
Dame Crusoe, 
and a certain 
young gentle- 
man (name not 
on programme) 
who — enacted 
the part of an 
awfully fat 
sailor, He had 
nothing to say, 
‘tis true, but 
. in his case ac- 
Dns, indeed, spoke louder than words. The pantomime season will 
on be over now, and then, thank goodness, | shall once more 
Brie sto disport myself, as per usual, at some of my favourite 

alls, 


Will Atkins: 
J. C. PIpbuck, 


_ Dame Crusoe: 
NEWMAN MAURICE. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“& VERY PALPABLE HIT.” 


I RIT upon a splendid scheme 
To gain me wealth unbounded, 
1 hit upon a thrilling theme, 
And wrote a story round it. 
I hit upon a publisher, 
WwW ho murmured, smiling sweetly, 
“I grieve to say you've failed, good sir, 
To hit my taste completely,” 
I hit upon a plan to vent 
The rage | could not smother: 
“As l've not hit the mark I meant 
To hit, I'll hit another!” 
And on “my Murray's” chin is placed 
A hideous pact of * plaster,” 
For, having failed to hit his taste, 
I fiercely hit his taster / 
ee 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLoper, Esq., I°.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXXIIT. 
GrORGE ITI, 1760 To 1820, 

Groner. TIT. succeeded his grandpapa, George I], When he 
came to the throne he was quitea young man. He said that he 
gloried in the fact that he was a born Englishman, 

George Virginia Sloper lived in this reign. He lived in a third 
floor back, Sloper was a patriot. It didn’t pay then like it does 
now, Patriots nowadays carry red flags, kick up a row in Trafalgar 
Square, and have a subscription raised for them and start a news- 
Pp pe Sloper went to America, America was a colony then, 

The Americans were angry with the home country because it 
put a tax on tea. They couldn't swallow this—the tax disagreed 
with them. “Tacks (when they are tin) often do disagree with 
you,” said Sloper, “ whether you take them internally or sit down 
on them with the business end upwards,” 

The Americans kicked up a row at this. They pelted the 
English Custom House ofticers with twenty-four-for-a-shilling eggs. 
“Then,” said George Virginia Sloper, we throw off the yoke from 
the old country.” The Americans gained their independence— 
always wise to gain an independence, even if it's only £400 a year, 
paid quarterly and in advance. 

During the war of American Independence, in 1777, Washington, 
the American General, and afterwards President, was defeated at 
the Battle of Brandywine. Sloper did well in his fight at Brandy- 
wine, but he eventually succumbed to American tanglefoot. 

In the reign of George IL]. was the great war with France. 
Admiral Nelson fought his celebrated Battle of the Nile in 1798. 
Nelson was blind in one eye, and only had one arm, What would 
he have done had he had two eyes and two arms we don’t know, 
Perhaps he would have done more than some of our Lords of the 
Admiralty had they sixteen and a half eyes anda half hundred- 
weight over of arms. 

At the famous Battle of Trafalgar, Nelson was killed as patheti- 
cally described by Lieutenant Alexander Sloper, who was on board, 

“ Ardy, Ardy,” said the dying lord, “ I’m wounded ; not seriously, 
I ‘opes—ay, bally mortally, I'm afeard.” 

Nelson’s watch is now in the possesion of Uncle Attenborough’'s 
descendants, where it was left by “one of the family.” The watch 
in question was found by Alexandry Sloper in the hero’s pocket, 
when the surgeon's back was turned. Then the hero died. 

Napoleon Bonaparte, in this reign, did a good deal in fighting 
against the English, He made something out of the deal; he was 
made Emperor. He fought against the French in Spain. He 
licked them. Spanish liquorice licked ‘em. 

Napoleon was put on the Isle of Elba. Not having sufficient 
Elb(ow) room, he returned to France. But we wouldn't have him 
at any price; so the famous battle of Waterloo was fought on 
} June 18th, 1815, by the Duke of Wellington and Co. He polished 
| off the French very smart like—whence the famous Wellington 
polish (this is not an advertisement). 

The Life Guards charged the French and knocked them hollow. 
The Life Guards don't charge the French nowadays, they charge the 
slaveys—privates, two-and-sixpence, and corporals five shillings, to 
take them out in the I’ark on Sundays. 

George ILI. died in 1820—good business, 


QUITE A MISTAKE. 
[The Globe had an article last week, headed, “ Our Ally the Ameer.”] 


OUR ALLY sat and idly read 
The pale pink pages of the Globe, 
And sadly shook his classic head 
While reading of the dread microbe, 
But soon a passage caught his eye, 
That quick produced a scornful sneer; 
The heading that he did desery 
Was this, “ Our Ally the Ameer.” 


“They say I ama mere Ameer!” 
He laughed aloud with tiendish glee ; 
His words were terrible to hear ; 
His eyes were terrible to see. 
They hastened to him when they heard 
His dreadful laugh and fearsome cry ; 
They told him softly that the word 
Could not be ALLY, but ally. 


And then the Emperor of Fun 
And the King of Jollity grew calm, 
He said, “ No damage has been done; 
‘Twas ny mistake ; they meant no harm. 
All peoples love me, but they fear 
To offer insult, or defy ; 
To give the title of Ameer 
To ALLY would have been a lie.” 
——— 


A FELINE “FIT.” 


Tr was about ten minutes after daybreak the other morning, when 
a couple of fine tabby cats were observed by our Young Man Out 
Late nestling in an overturned potato barrel, at the north east 
corner of Covent Garden Market. And, at twelve minutes past, 
a little yellow-ochre dog, unmuzzled, unlicensed, and apparently 
uncared for, meandered 1n a meaningless way across the road from 
James Street and approached that barrel. As he went trotting up 
to the old tub with ail the confidence of youth, or of an advertise- 
ment canvasser, the cats arched their backs, preparatory to bearing 
down on the canine intruder like a double-barrelled ironclad. The 
yup was all oblivious to the danger until he was struck amidships 
y a feline cyclone that caused him to tremble and pause ; indeed 
he was only saved from upsetting by accidentally anchoring himself 
under the lee of a bushel basket. But even here he was not safe. 
The cyclone clawed round west by nor’ west and struck the bark 
on the bow -iwow bape As the unhappy bark righted, his nose 
came into the teeth of the cyclone, and it was fight dog, fight cat, 
with even money betted freely on the unmanufactured driving 
gloves, At this point cat No, 2 came up like a storm at sea, an 
tlew at the anchor end of the dog which was wholly unprotected. 
Then there was a scene fora marine artist. There was plenty of 
bark but no ocean, There were waves of cats and dogs, and billows 
of foam as the storm fiends and their victim circled round and 
round amid derelict cabbages and back number oranges, in the 
pale grey light of that early morn. And the hurricane only sub- 
sided when a yellow streak was seen to shoot out of the vegetable 
débris and head for the area of the National Sporting Club, and 
the two friendly felines found themselves face to face with no foe 
between. The yellow streak was a demoralized dog, who probably 
imagined that he had been iuastorm where, literally aud meta- 
phorically, it “rained cats.” 


BABETTE’S BIG BEAR. 


—~— 


Tr was only on one of the boats paddling between Harwich and 
Antwerp, but tragedy is tragedy, wheresoever it is enacted, and it 


| loses none of 


its gruesome 
interest from 
being = com- 
missioned in 


| the company 


of slow going 


people. 
| The passen- 
| gers 


were , 
many who 
boarded the 
a3. Waddle 
ie aptain 

8ung), from 
the — harbour 
at the other 
end of the 
Scheldt, on 
Wednesday 
evening, Feb- 
ruary —, 
Is9—, and 
Babette  Du- 
val was oun- 
able to obtain 
a berth. She 
had not long 
since received 
a wire from 
Pritchardson, 
the great 
showman, 
asking her to 
meet himand his troupe on the following (Tuesday) morning, at 
Harwich, where they were performing for the week, and so she had 
no time to book a “shelf"—a “* book-shelf,” one might call it—for 
the night. 

Besides, Babette was encumbered, her attraction for showmen 
consisting in her possession of a performing bear of unprecedented 
merit, and she could scarcely expect to get proper shelter for him, 
even among the old ladies who were “camping out,” so to speak, 
on the cabin tloors. 

At first, Captain Bung would not hear of Bruin as a passenger at 
all; but, at the end of a long spell of coaxing from the fascinating 
Babette, who switched on her electric charm at three thousand 
candle-power above the average supply, in order to win him: over, 
the old (sea)-dog consented to allow her grizzly companion to be 
chained “forrard" to the bulwarks, and Babette must herself 
undertake to look after him and see that he didn't get up to 

mischief, 

As the cap- 
tain remarked, 
“No doubt 
there were 
nuny of the 
lady passengers 
whe could do 
with a huy, but 
not from a 
bear.” « . 

It is dark— 
very dark—and 
nt high wind is 
blowing, but 
there is no rain, 
and — Babette, 
with her heac 
on her faithful 
bear, is lying 
asleep among 

'\ the coils of 

/rope in the 

- bows of the 

boat, Bruin, 

lying snugly 

= enough ona 

{fy coil nal rope be- 

~ > stower upon 

him by Babette, 

Seizes her by the throat. as much with 

the view of 

avoiding immediate contact with the agile dwellers within the 

more furry districts of the bear's coat, as with the idea of keeping 

him “nice and warm,” issnoring the snores of the just,and neither 

he nor his young mistress awake at the approach of a rough 
looking man who is walking idly in their direction. 

Coming up to Babette, the man pauses and looks down at her. 

“H'm! pretty girl; and all alone, too! You're in luck, Bill!” 
he mutters under his breath. 

Then hestoops and pulls off the rug with which she was covered, 
and is about to kiss her, when she awakes and discovers him and 
calls for help. He seizes her by the throat to stop her cries ; but 
he grasps tou hard, and he sees in her face—in her dilated eyes and 
bleeding nostrils—that he has gone too far, and his only thought 
now is to hide the body from sight. 

“The sea!” He drags her to the side of the boat and topples 
her over the bulwarks, 

The bear has awakened and seen the last dark act, and it is Ais 
turn now, . 

As the murderer turns and is about to retrace his steps, he is 
seized in a pair of strong hairy arms and crushed to death. 

Already his 
death cry has 
brought the 

assengers 

rom their 
berths, and 
part of the 
crew from 
their work, 
and they see 
at a glance 
what has 
occurred. An 
extract from 
a report of 
the affair 
shows you 
how correct 
they were in 
their conclu- 
sion—how 
justified, too, 
they were in 
filling the 
gad beast’s 

body with 
shot. 

“It seems 
that the 
brute, _ hav- 
ing first 
frightened 
his young proprietress into leaping overboard, then turned upon 
and crushed to death the man, William Jones, who, hearing the 
girl's cries, had hurried to her rescue.” 


The captain compromises. 


Crushed to sicath. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, February 13, 1899. gaturday, February, 13, 1892.) 


< —~ 


a Ou 
“My husband says that I should alway: 
HIS LITTLE GAME. spare time for reflection. I do, dear, auu 
(There is a new game invented calisd “ Oof.”) 
May Millions (to Claude Stoneybroke). Are you fond of “ Oof"? 


: : Diogene, you know, was looking for aman male thing. 
“Wouldn't missus give a lot to be as pretty as T She forgets that she is sitting by the side of the image 
am!" LV. 8.—Most likely a@ month's notice. of an old fossil. 


4% Miss Sloper vill be delighted to receive phetoprapts from noe | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLO2ER.—CUNNINGHAM GRAH 


o her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


Me TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. i an 3 


4 


Orele - ee Cuneo ‘sky - 


Prc)imurnriess 


TGChe 


is, perhaps, quite as well that I should take this opportu 
Aisenae “AS kind ceirans whose varied and valuable offerings ad 
9 “The Sloperies ” on St. Valentine's Day. I regret that | mention tect 
“Sway than by presenting them with the following show, whic - 
honour of the occasion :—Lord Sulisbury again we see From rac 


he | 


' 
{oy 
of 


gf Le 


{ 
ai After A. SLOPER had read the letter of Mr. Cunningham Grahame to une Social that useful article in his pocket for any lengthened period! and it had taken him 
, Democratic Federation, stating that his legal expenses arising out of the Trafalgar some time to walk there, and they twill build public houses so close together. “ Don't \ 
i Square riots were £1,200, that he was compelled, being a poor man, to borrow the stand grinning there,” went on Mr. C. G., “I know who sent you, the Social Demo- | 
money, aud that he wanted his legal expenses guaranteed by the whole of the Londou cratic Federation ; but you can tell them from me I don’t intend opening my mouth : | 
Radical clubs ere he could undertake to speak at the “ World's End,” A, SLOPER at the ‘World's End * unless I'm jolly well paid for it.” A. SLOPER begged of him, | 
marvelled where were the advantages of Social Democracy, anarchy, revolutions, almost with tears in his eyes, to keep his beautiful hair on. At this Mr. O, G. fairly 
No. 221. Miss MARIE FRIEND. pease ue rue. haw Guring a little affair in the FevelapionAcy way some time boiled over, and ordered A, SLOPER Sl rprails Then the yO Ms when on the Lp | 
“a ; , a cer yle of picturesque costume was worn which might wit! advantage side of the door, took the opportunity of informin, r. C. G, through the keyhole o' 
Oh, love, dear love! do not, I pray thee, scorn me!" be adupted to-day ; but we need not a revolution for that. No! rather leave the the purpose of his vili—viee to imnvrtalize him in the pages of the “ HaLy-HOLt- | Ace 
“ Fair would I die, for she h — the Look Snook. matter in the hands of —(1), A. S10PER —(2). aud his fair daughter, Tootsie— DAY," adding,“ Yah !"——(5), At this Mr. C. G., stung with mortification, disregarding /N\ 
ie, for she has spurned my suit. re aia vers hee Peuneat presented eet Sour Canalngham Grahame, that hitherto the Old Man's advice, removed with his own fair hands enungh ed an Fre lovely SG 
Pe . se = g ald yor entleman began uster, “ nere,” he cried, “ have you brought lucks to stuff a fair sized pillow case ; and had not A. SLOPER there ~ 
| What can I say to prove my adoration?” —The Hon Billy. any money with you?" A. SLOPER smiled. , Asif he was supposed to ave any of can be no possible, Pench doubt that murder would have remlted. pee. > 


TO AN OLD GEESER. 
“ Maiden meditation fancy free.”"—Feb, 14th. 


THE LAIRD A HARDENED HEATHEN. 


She. 

BUSINESS LIKE." He. 

F salient 1 (Deseet, a tooth out). What a long time you take She 

rawing it. He, 

« " pleaded the Meenister, “ ¥ ” ‘ ; i ; I never scamp my work. ° 
OE a aaa [UC sa Mapa esis Gale Cac teen — @). | Yim, yam, yuh. nibby, nabby, nish nash, Dea eCrrceney) == Py [Has another try. put o1 


carea for a’ their Christian wish wash!" 


(Saturday, February 18, 1999 


Saturday, February, 18, 1892.) 


9 


\4F 
j 


& 


> 


eye 


“My husband says that I should alway: 
LITTLE GAME, Sa tg or eton, do dea 
$a stupi: 
jame invented calt+d “ Oof.”) donkey ever to have viven my iad ts 
neybroke). Are you fond of “ Oof"? 2 


anyone less than a duke."—Extract Jrom 
you for yourseif alone! Letter of Young Lady. 


A. SLO®ER._ CUNNINGHAM GRAHAME, Esq., MP. 
3 Lip 


y} 


Aiea Fiat 


(fy :—Till Mr. Gladstone hoves in 


eart is torn, For Windsor's given 


fy 


Le 


that useful article in his pocket for any lengthened period! and it had taken him 
some time to walk there, and they will build public houses so cluse together, “ Don't 
stand grinning there,” went on Mr. C. G., “I know who sent you, the Social Demo- 
cratic Federation ; but you can tell them from me I don't intend opening my mouth 
at the ‘World's End * unless I'm jolly well paid for it.” A, SLOPER begged of him, 
almost with tears in his eyes, to keep his beautiful hair on. At this Mr. O, G. fairly 
boiled over, and ordered A. SLOPER out,—(4). Then the F.O.M., when on the other 
side of the door, took the opportunity of informing Mr. C. G. through the keyhole of 
the purpose of his visit—viz., to immortalize him in the pages of the “ HaLP-HOLI- 
DAY," adding, * Yah !"——(5), At this Mr.C, G., stung with mortification, disregarding 
the Old Man's advice, removed with his own fair hands envugh of his own lovely 
locks to stuff a fair sized pillow case ; and had not A. SLOPER hastily skipped, there 
can be no possible, reasonable doubt that murder would have resulted, 


TO AN OLD GEESER. 
“ Maiden meditation fancy free."—Feb. 14th. 


LOVING NEARTS. 
Delicated to St. Valentine. 


She, Is it true that your uncle is dead, Mr. Sloshmug ? 
He, Oh—er—haw—yes, he died last weck. 


BUSINESS LIKE.’ 
Latient (having a tooth out). What a long time you take 


im, ya rrt 8 er, is most disgusting, beastly !” 

tin’ She. And yet I have noticed you sre not in mourning. % ms tg esis sere pont pias pont only in to-day's 7imes, there 
drawing it. k. Fe "Well —er—no; not exactly ; but I have—Law—given instructions for an extra shine to ve ee 8, nie Bee eee iain of pectin tn igh tite? 

+ (3). “ Yim, ya h, nibby, nabby, nish nash, Dentist (frowning). Yes ; I never scamp my Ties PEO aie odd Bay 

But Ab dinna care a for a’ their Christian wish wash!” another boo harti occ! per 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


FROM sources too numerons to mention, we learn that the modern 
youny mnan is degenerating year by year, aud that iu the matter of 
brains he is not a 

patch on his imme- 

diate predecessors, 

However that may 

be, it is nevertheless 

a fact that as far as 


taste is concerned in | 


the matter of valen- 
tines our present 
generation could have 
given pounds and an 
easy licking to their 
vee natat wars and 
yrandmothers, The 
demaud for the cheap, 
highly coloured, and 
idiotic daub bearing a 
few mongrel lines of 
verse, evidently con- 
cocted by an inmate 
of one of our lunatic 
asylums, and 
wus, thirty or forty 
years ago, so eagerly 
seized upon 
easily pleased — and 
gullish public, is now 
almost nil. A glance 
at shops dealing in 
fancy goods, and 
therefore in valen- 
tines, cannot fail to 
convince one that the 
valentine of to-day, although not an ideal of perfection, still bears 
the mark of sanity upon its surface and is,at any rate, worthy of at 
least a passing glance, *s 
* 


“BNAKES a3 Pets” is the title of a recent article ina live stock 
paper, in which the pleasures of keeping green snakes is exhaus- 
tively discussed, Now, this really is tuo bad, in SLOPER'S opinion, 
The man who can calmly and deliberately allow a green snake, or 
a pink snake, or a vermilion snake, or a snake of any colour, to 
curl up comfortably on his hearthrug and frighten his friends and 
acquaintances for the moment into the belief that they have got 
‘em again, is a creature for which no name is too vile, 

* 


s 
For a very long time past now rumours have been afloat that a 
club for “Iady journalists" was in course of formation, and the 
opening, a few days ago, of 
the Writers’ Club on the third 
tloor of premises near Chancery 
Lane, proves that they were 
not without foundation. 
Cynics from time immemorial 
have asserted that no body of 
women could exist together in 
harmony for any lengthened 
period, but the fair members of 
this novel institution intend to 
refute this foul calumny, for 
here it is that the lady novelists 
and novelettists, the writers of 
fashion articles and “ ladies’ 
letters” will be brought into 
almost daily contact. A novel 
feature in the club is the 
Silence Room, in which no 
word must be spoken. We are 
not clear as to whether it is in- 
tended for the use of members 
who wish to work—or do pen- 
ance, ee 
= 


THE Mildewed Maestro has 
this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “Award of Merit” 
upon MADAME ADELINA 
PATTI, because she's the great- 
est singer of the world, “ Fey- 
ther,” warbled the Blue Orbed 
Chorister, “I do wish you'd 
have my voice trained, I'm sure there's money in it.” But the Aged 
vompromised matters by promising to bring home “ Ta-ra-ra-boom- 
de-ay,"’and once again the next door neighbours have turned nasty. 


s 

SomME people are born lucky, others rich. Others, again, are 
born unlucky, and to this latter class Richard Mason, who was 
charged recently with stealing a book valued at half a crown, 
undoubtedly belongs, He ingenuously informed the court that 
“he always had the misfortune to be caught every time he stole 
anything,” a statement which, although it evoked much laughter, 
did not arouse the sympathy of the stony hearted Mr. Hannay, 
who passed a sentence upon him which will prevent him tempting 
his fortune again for a period of, three months, 


HowWEVER the controversy, which is at present raging among the 
critics, on the subject of the originality of the plot of The Grey 
Mare at the 


Comedy Theatre, | 


may be decided, 

it cannot be 

denied that in it 

Mr. C. H. Haw- 

Ser has secured 

(2) a play which will 

©.) assuredly attract 

eatre- 

going public for 

some months to 

come. This, as 

far as Hawtrey 

and the public 

are mutually 

concerned, is a 

perfectly — satis- 

, factory condition 

of things; and 

as these two are 

the parties 

y mostly inter- 

ested, the out- 

pouring of, in 

this instance, a 

seemingly rabid 

press may be 

treated with 

complete _indif- 

ference. Of the 

; Hee plot, nothing 

much can be said, as it is exceedingly slight, a lie fc orming the chief 

pivot round which the play revolves; but as this lie is the means 

of upsetting everything and everyone completely, some exceedingly 

mirth provoking situations result. C. H, Hawtrey, as the good 

young Doctor who never told a falsehood in his life and is yet 

eventually forced into telling dozens, is suited with a character 

which suits him admirably. Lottie Venne and C. Brookfield have 
not sullicieut business, but what they have is dove excellently, 


which | 


by an | 


| abomination, 
| people 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE Mildewed Muddler, accompanied by the majority of his 
interesting family, waltzed into Sanger’s Grand National Amphi- 


| theatre, on the night of Fri- 
| day, the 29th ult., and when 


the tremendous excitement 
consequent upon his arrival 
had in a measure subsided, 
settled down to the a deca 
of much liquid refreshment 
and a very excellent circus 
entertainment, which has been 
provided this year in lieu of a 
pantomime. Jt would not be 
true to say that the Old Man, 
with his partiality for the 
members of the ballet, did not 
feel some slight regret at this 
change, but all other feelings 
were soon lost in that of ad- 
miration of the performance, 
It was indeed significant to 
remark the pointed way in 
which the majority of the 
artistes played af SLOPER, 
strove for his applause, and 
hung upon his smile, Bless 
you, ALLY’s getting a big gun 
now, and if he could only do 
with a little less stimulant he 
might rise to—well, who 
knows what? Fe 
- 


= 

WE havelittledoubt but that 
thereare a large number of our 
readers who would like to possess a copy of the portrait taken of 
the Eminent by a celebrated firm of photographers, and it is with 
pleasure, therefore, that we are enabled to announce that we have 
decided to send a cabinet size portrait of the Friend of Man, gratis 
and post free, to every person who subscribes a sum of not less than 
five shillings towards “ Ally’s Poor Relief Fund.” This is a chance 
not to be missed, for in addition to securing a beautiful and 2 gpm 
likeness of the Eminent, the reader has the satisfaction of know- 
ing that he has contributed towards a fund the sole object of 
which is to bring a gleam of happiness, however brief, into the 
lives of weak and suffering poor, 

«© 


WITH the demise of Mr. C. II. Spurgeon, there has been removed 
from our midst a man who, by sheer force of character, had obtained 
for himself a position second to none among the clerical lights of 
modern London,and oncand all, without reference to denomination 
or creed, will join with acclamation in regretting that such a noble 
and useful lifeshould have been snatched from among us, Possess- 
ing akind heart and acharitable and generous nature, he was loved 
by all with whom he came in contact, and if evera man earned 


| the golden crown, which is the inheritance of the blessed, that man 


was assuredly the late C. H. Spurgeon. 
st 


THE Parisian faculty attribute the spread of the Influenza in 
the French capital to the bad water used by the citizens for drink- 
ing and cooking purposes, : 

Paris water is, of course, an 
and very few 
imbibe the — liquid 
until they have either boiled, 
filtered or “cut” it (as it is 
termed) with wine, in order to 
minimise the danger. It is a 
national disgrace to a great 
country like France that such 
a state of things should exist ; 


| but, whilst awaiting the radical 


reform which will be the con- 
sequence when this protest has = 
been perused by the members 
of the French Government, 
ALLY advises every inhabitant 
of France to continue the ex- 
cellent practice of “cutting” 
their water. SLOPER always 
“cuts” his water with “Un- 
sweetened,” and he’s found it 
a most excellent preventive of 
all zymotic diseases whatsoever. 
* 


s 
A. SLOPER has written to 
Professor Hubert Herkomer, 
R.A., F.O.8., suggesting that 
since his lecture on Scenic 
Art, at the Avenue Theatre, 
his family motto might be 


| altered to “Teach your Grand- 
a ica Ss 


mother to Suck Eggs.” A.W. 
Pinero is very pleased with the notion, but, up to the time of going 
to press, no reply has reached “The Sloperies " from Hubert. 


s 
IT is rumoured in legal circles that Hubert Herkomer was a can- 


didate for the Recordership of the City of London. He told 
SLOPER he could easily attend to his duties at the Old Bailey in the 
daytime, and conduct his Variety Show at Bushey in the evening— 
one day a week being specially set apart for lecturing on the 
Reform of Scenic Art. “ Whot cher, ‘Ubert ee 

s 


A GLANCE at the interior of the London Pavilion Music Hall the 


| other evening convinced us that, however much theatrical managers 


may suffering 

from the prevail- 

ing depression, 

business there was 
quite as __ brisk 
as ever, That ao 
strong company is 
engaged at this hall 

oes without say- 

ing, as does also the 

fact of loveliness 

being well repre- 

sented. Harry 

Pleon, who has risen to the top of the 
tree in one bound, is excruciating] 
funny, and his parody on Lottie aa 
lins’ famous song, “ Ta-ra-Boom-de- 
ay," is one of the best things we have 
heard fora long time. G. H. Macder- 
mott is slightly off at present, but 
Charles Godfrey and A. Chovalize are 
in excellent trim, as are both Bessie 
Bellwood and Marie Collins, the latter 
of whom, both in voice and action, 
resembles greatly her sister Lottie. 
Teddy Swanborough is, of course, still 
in “front,” and looking strong and 
hearty enough to tackle a dozen Influ- 
enza epidemics, 4 » 

s 


THE citizens of the good town of 
Burnley should be happy. Zhe Zadis- 
manis published there, It isa smartly 
written little paper, devoted to Science, Literature and the Dramatic 
World, and is edited by P. Birtwell Whitham, a vouth who, we 
understand, can lay claim to no more than sixteen years, Verily 
Our Boys are coming rapidly to the front, w 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. : 


A OALENDAR FOR THE WEKK ENDING FEBRUARY 2UTH, 1892. 
—_— 


14th February, 1873.—Five young women were this da; 
burned to death on a rice merchant's premises at Liverpool, : 


165th February, 1840.—This day Mr. John Saginson, j;,. 
gate of beg to uud measures for the East and West wards ; 
the county of W 
Appleby 
pieces, w 


17th February, 1792.—This day, just a hundred years ago, 
Mr. Pitt, ina speech in the House of Commons, drew a picture «f 
national prosperity beyond what the most sanguine could antici. 
pate. He said, “There never wasa period when, from the situatios, 
of Europe, we might more reasonably anticipate a durable peace.” 
Before a month was over, a European war broke out, 


18th weber oary: 1828.—“ We perceive, by the provincia] 
papers,” says John Bull, ot this date, “that her Serene Highnes., 
the Margravine of Anspach, died last week at Bath. The Margrave 
has been dead many years. The Margravine, whose private thea- 
tricals at Hammersmith were once so popular, has written, besides 
her travels and recent reminiscences, a comedy, acted at Drury 
Lane, 1781, called The Miniature Painter, Nurjad,a French drama, 
The Silver Cup, Diamond Cut Diamond, and a farce called the 
Kinkervankotsdarsprakengstchderns, Her remains were drawn to 
the grave in the carriage she was accustomed to use, by the favourite 
ponies she was accustomed to drive. She was a lady of consider- 
able talent, with extremely high spirits and agreeable conversation.” 


19th February, 1836.—Fieschi, Morey and Pepin, the 
would be regicides were guillotined this day. Morey was so 
exhausted by illness that he had to be carried to the scaffold. 
When Fieschi was undergoing the toilette, he exclaimed, “ Is is not 
heart-breaking that 1 should be the first executed for a political 
cause since 1830?” The infernal machine he exploded had killed 
or dangerously wounded over forty innocent people. 


20th February, 1828.—The Chester Courant of this date 
says—"A mechanic at Winsford, near Middlewich, being ill and 
unable to attend work as usual, his wife reproached him bitterly, 
and, in course of the altercation that ensued, worked herself into 
a furious passion, venting the must horrible and blasphemous 
imprecations on the poor man, Among the rest, she wished ‘he 
might be plunged into the lowest pit of h—Il,’ and said she 
‘would not mind going half way to take him there!’ In the 
midst of this demoniacal phrenzy, she lost the use of her sight aud 
speech, became almost completely paralyzed and died in a few 
hours afterwards.” 


SHE WRONGED HIM. 
WE'D already got our complement of passengers inside ; 
But, as the ‘bus careered along the Strand, 
A lady clambered on to it, and, finding we were full, 
Requested the conductor's leave to stand. 


But a fellow in the cornar rose and offered her his seat, 
And she thanked him in a most effusive way. 

But he answered, “ Stow yer gabble; if 1 wasn’t gettin’ out, 
You might have stood there blooming well all day.” 


SOMETHING LIKE A SPORTSMAN. 

THE tall, thin, fair young man with the tawny moustache 
turned out of the Strand at Wellington Strect, and bent his 
steps in the direction of the Victoria Club. He wanted to see 
Joe Thompson. He'd heard that the “Leviathan Bookmaker,” 
as the newspapers devoted to chronicling racing news had dubbed 
him, was a reliable fontleman to bet with, and Thompson, and 
Thompson only, would do. . 

“Mr. Thompson—Jve Thompson, I believe?” he said to the tall, 
white haired, weather beaten old gentleman who stepped out. 

“That's me? What is it, my lord?” . 

“Well—er—I don’t happeu to belong to the nobility, but perhaps 
you will kindly tell me how the market is?” 

“Well, captain, there’s not much going on just now. Orme's 
very firm for the Derby—they hardly back anything else. La 
Fléche goes well ; anything overa hundred to fifteen is jumped at. 
I laid seven monkeys myself early in the day, and took it back at 
sixandahalf. There’s a ton of money behind Goldfinch—tens of 
thousands—but they tell me he’s turned a roarer. Seven hundred 
and fifty's just gone on Polyglot—" 

“ Ah—er—I don’t care much about the Derby, Mr. Thompson, 
and I may as well—er—mention that I’m not a cuptain; my name 
is Jones—Mr. Jones.” 

“Just so, sir. Well, there's the Guineas; perhaps you'd like to 
have a bet on. I can offer you a thousand to thirty——”" 

“Ah! but I—er—have no interest in horseracing at all.” 

“Oh, I see—it’s dogs. Well, Waterloo Cup. undred to four- 
teen against——” 

“ Er—um—no, I don't back dogs.” 

“Then, what in thunder d’ye want?” 

“Well, I wanted five shillings on Oxford for the Boat Race, and 
I thought—er——” 

A constable belonging to the E division, who happened to be 
poscing the club at the time, and was consequently called upon the 

nquest, deposed that the deceased never touched the ground until 
his body fell with a sickening thud at the entrauce to the Lyceum. 


ooo 


POTHOUSE PHILOSOPHY. 

It was half-past twelve at last, and the leaden eyed potman of 
tie “ Market House Tavern” breathed a muttered prayer of thanks 
to the clock, and, turning abruptly to the “ four-half” bar, growled 
out, “ Now then, you—time!” Three pairs of sleep-seeking eyelids 
went up, and six beery eyes gazed doubtingly at him. 

“W’y, ’Arry, ye ain't goin’ to chuck us out, are ye?" asked one 
of the spirit-soaked citizens: “it’s a snowin’ like ole boots.” 

“Cant ‘elp it, you must go out!” responded the potman. 

“You're werry ‘ard, ’Arry,” argued the customer, “you might let 
us have a doss——” 

By this time the agile pewter scourer had vaulted the bar, and, 
utterly disregarding all prayers and entreaties, he bundled the 
three of them into the street. Two of them landed right end up, 
but the leader of the Opposition tothe Early Closing was not su 
fortunate. 

“—— him !” he ejaculated, as he essayed to regain his feet. 

“That's what your old woman’ll eay about you when you get's 
‘ome,” added one of the others, who was something of a wag. 
“When I gits ome? If she’s sittin’ up for me I'll break ‘er jaw!” 

“Generous of ye! She might ha’ gone to bed——” 
ae Go to hed—she ? Well, if she has, blowed if I don’t break her 

aw ! 

“What—an’ git no supper?” 

“Git no supper?) Lummy, it wouldn't do for me to git no sup- 
per! She knows, gallus well, if there was no supper I should 
simply make one job of it an’ break ‘er jaw !" 

“ Ah, well, Bill, good night! I 'opes she'll have somethink nico 
and tasty for yer.” 

“You do,eh? She'd better not! If I catch ‘er a-wastin’ my 
money on ‘ot suppers—strooth ! I b’lieve I should break ‘er jaw!” 

“’Kar, ‘ear! assented the others, cordially ; and the three Home 
Rlers got a move on them in the direction of anvther market house. 
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A STRIKE AMONG THE SNIPS. 


Ad, yes! we tailors at 
Jast are railors, 

And join the wailers 
*gainst workers’ 
woes; 

Few toilers suffer alot 
that's rougher 

Than we who strug- 
gle to make men's 
clo’es, 

What with “sweaters” 
wages and fetid 
cages, 

We by rapid stages 
tow'rds Poverty 
jerk; 

So, now time ia flit- 
ting,some our pains 
admitting, 

Cry, “No more sit- 
ting cross-legged at 
work !" 


How we are smitten 
a great good 
Briton 
Has truthfully written in “Alton Locke" ; 
Yet still as ever, our sad endeavour, 
‘Tis hard to sever from Suffering’s shock ! 
Some view our striking with much disliking 
And declare we're “ miking,” our tasks to shirk ; 
But we're not “slouching ” in thus avouching 
Our horror at crouching cross-legged at work ! 


A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 
IT was the fourth of the Old Ford Subscription Dances, and 
e rank and fashion of the neighbourhood had mustered strongly. 
was indeed a brilliant gathering o'er which the gas jets shone,a 
rfect bevy of petticoated loveliness, a galaxy of nmaly beauty. 
ily did the Old Fordian aristocracy foot it to the popular airs 
nbodied in the Covent Garden Quadrilles, Good spirits (bar 
ose obtainable at the refreshment room) and _ jollity reigned 
preme, the dancers joked and flirted, all heedless of the life 
gedy which was being enacted almost in their midst, no further 
‘ n fact, than the little lobby, converted for the occasion into 
itation conservatory. There it was thatHenry Tootsumstrop 
nelt, all heedless of his trousers, at the number sevens twound- 
nepenny ball shoes of Hilda Huckledump, and poured forth the 
ry of his passion, “'Ilda,” he cried, imploringly, “do not bid 
e despair, say, oh, say that | may 'ope!” 
The tair girl hesitated; her lover's impassioned eloquence had 
t been lost upon her. “'’Enery,'’ she said at last, “ this is so sud- 
ng; give me a little time 
think it over, Where 
e ‘appiness of the ’eart is 
ncerned we should not 
too ‘asty; I go to a 
lect ‘op at the ‘Olborn 
bwn ‘All next week, 
re and I will give you 
y final answer. And now iy i 
e me into the refresh- /Il' '} | 
nt room, I think | could Bi oe oe 
a ‘am sangwich.” ‘* Ke 
As the pair disappeared, = Zs! L 
Ea age pp pect ee? 
rged from the gloom, 2 Zh |, 
oe, so,” he muttered, “I ZI 


have a rival. I must be, IL 
yt * * a il Hil ii 
t is the morning after ° | \\ | 


stirring events recorded 
ve. The scene is a tailor- 
establishment, where 
mry Tootsumstrop i 
ng measured for some 
ning clothes—for he has 
ognized the fact that although Sreninr dress may be optional at 
Ford, it is a necessity at Holborn. There is nothing out of the 
y in all this—but stay, where have we seen that dark browed 
Istant, who is measuring Henry for his new garments, before? 
n it—yes it zs, the ruffian eavesdropper of the night before. 
at dark mystery is this? » r PY « 
t is the night of the “little op” at the ’Olborn. Henry has had 
gloves, his tieand his pumps for days, but his dress suit, the suit 
yed in which he has but little doubt of winning a favourable 
wer from Hilda, has only just arrived. Hastily he performs 
preliminary portion of his toilette, and then puts on his 
USeTR, But, eh! what's this? Surely there must be some mis- 
e. Why, they're ten inches at least too short, and the coat 
ves are as much too long, whilet the waistcoat—oh ! it is too 
ch ; and as the unhappy young man realizes what this means to 
he sinks swooning to the ground. 
eanwhile, in distant Holborn, Hilda Huckledump waits for the 
er who never comes. Her mood changes from impatience to 
iety, and from anxiety to pique, so that when Henry's rival— 
pertidious tailor’s assistant who has made the Jittle mistake 
h regard to Henry's suit—lays his heart and salary at her feet, she 
pts, and thereby adds another to the list,of broken hearts, 
ch testify to woman's fickleness and the depth of man’s deceit, 
a SSS 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 33.—GERTIE GAINSBOROUGH. 


as By all the sainta Don Pedroswore : 
“Beshrew me! but I'll live 
In single cussedness no more!" 
So straight he sought the “ Friv.,” 
And there a vast, unnumbered host 
Of fairies fair found he; 
And the girl who on him smiled 
the most 
Was Number Thirty-three ! 


Oh! she was graceful, sweet and 
young— 
A wondrous, witching maid ; 
To sing her charms with amorous 
tongue 
/ Each embryo bard essayed. 
/ So, ere a week, Don Pedro dropped 
SS J Upon his trousers knee, 
<¥/ Aud eagerly the question popped 
¥/ ‘Yo Number Thirty-three ! 


But Pedro's heart with dire alarms 
Anon grew sick and faint ; : 
He found that all his charmer’s 
charms 
Were merely paste and paint. | 
She'd said, when she accepted him, 
4 Her age was nineteen years ; 
But now his soul was racked with grim 
And irritating fears. 
And, oh! his love was turned to gall 
When from Springset Honse learned he 
That, like her number—dash it all !— 
Her age was Thirty-threo! 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A OALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY 2UTH, 1892, 
eee 
14th February, 1873.—Five young women were this dy 
burned to death on‘a rice merchaut's premises at Liverpool, : 


15th February, 1840.—This day Mr. John Saginson, j;,. 
H equal ot iby |e aud measures for the East and West wards « ‘ 
the county of Westmoreland, and market-lovker for the borough \; 
Appleby, apprehended a basket of butter, containing twenty-ty,, 
pieces, which oaght to have been pounds, but which (some of then 
at least) wanted an ounce and a half to each pound, and distribute, 
it amongst the poor. The butter was taken from John Atkinson 
carrier, of Anpley y, who had purchased it from individuals, who, 
he firmly believed to have been honourable in all their dealings, 
ee 16th February, 1731.—This day George II. purchased for 
p< £2,100 the Westininster Waterworks, for the detter Perfecting of 
the Serpentine River, in Hyde Park. 
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\ 17th February, 1792.—This day, just a hundred years ago, admitting, 
y Mr. Pitt, ina speech in the House of Commons, drew a picture of i Z Cry, “No more sit- 
\ national prosperity beyond what the most sanguine could antic). , r ~ Ung cross-legged at 
e- pate. He said, “There never wasa period when, from the situatio:, A" _ work !” 


of Europe, we might more reasonably anticipate a durable peace.” 
Before a month was over, a European war broke out, 


18th February, 1828.—“ We perceive, by the provincia! 
papers,” says John Bull, of this date, “that her Serene Highness, 
the Margravine of Anspach, died last week at Bath. The Margrave: 
has been dead many years. The Margravine, whose private thea. 
tricals at Hammersmith were once so popular, has written, besides 
her travels and recent reminiscences, a comedy, acted at Drury 
Lane, 1781, called The Miniature Painter, Nurjad,a Vreuch drama, 
The Silver Cup, Diamond Cut Diamond, and a farce called the 
Kinkervankotsdarsprakengstchderns, Fler remains were drawn to 
the grave in the carriage she was accustomed to use, by the favourite 
ponies she was accustomed to drive. She wasa lady of consider. 
able talent, with extremely high spirits and agreeable conversation.” 

19th February, 1836.—Fieschi, Morey and Pepin, the 
would be regicides’ were guillotined this day. Morey was so 
exhausted by illness that he had to be carried to the scaffold, 
When Fieschi was undergoing the tvilette, he exclaimed, “Is is not 
heart-breaking that I should be the first executed for a political 
cause since 1830?" The infernal machine he exploded had killed 
or dangerously wounded over forty innocent people. 


—— a great 
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Has truthfully written in “ Alton Locke" ; 
Yet still as ever, our sad endeavour, 

‘Tis hard to sever from Suffering’s shock ! 
Some view our striking with much disliking 

And declare we're “ miking,” our tasks to shirk; 
But we're not “slouching” in thus avouching 

Our horror at crouching cross-legged at work ! 


A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 

IT was the fourth of the Old Ford Subscription Dances, and 
e rank and fashion of the neighbourhood had mustered strongly. 
was indeed a brilliant gathering o'er which the gas jets shone, a 
rfect bevy of petticoated loveliness, a galaxy o} manly beauty. 
ily did the Old Fordian aristocracy foot it to the popular airs 
nbodied in the Covent Garden Quadrilles. Good spirits (bar 
ose obtainable at the refreshment room) and jollity reigned 
preme, the dancers joked and flirted, all heedless of the life 
yedy which was being enacted almost in their midst, no further 
ay, in fact, than the little lobby, converted for the occasion into 
imitation conservatory. There it was thatHenry Tootsumstrop 
pelt, all heedless of his trousers, at the number sevens wound: 
Inepenny ball shoes of Hilda Huckledump, and poured forth the 
ry of his passion, “Ilda,” he cried, imploringl;, “do not bid 

e despair, say, oh, say that I may ‘ope !" 
The tair girl hesitated ; her lover's im ioned eloquence had 
t been lost upon her. “’Enery,” she said at last, “ this is so sud- 
ng; give me a little time 
think it over. Where 
e ‘appiness of the 'eart is 
mcerned we should not 
= too 'asty; I go toa 
lect ‘op at the ‘Olborn 
bwn ‘All next week, be 
re and I will give you 
y final answer, And now 
e me into the refresh- 
nt room, I think | could 
rire san gt el ved 
As the pair disappeared, 
a err erowen ip ja 
rged from the gloom. 
Bo, so,” he muttered, “I ©? 


e n rival, 1 must be _ 
ty . aT Mh 
t is the morning after mM \" 


20th February, 1828.—The Chester Courant of this date 
says—" A mechanic at Winsford, near Middlewich, being ill and 
unable to attend work as usual, his wife reproached him bitterly, 
and, in course of the altercation that ensued, worked herself into 
a furious passion, venting the must horrible and blasphemous 
imprecations on the poor man, Among the rest, she wished ‘he 
might be plunged into the lowest pit of h—ll,’ and said she 
‘would not mind going half way to take him there!’ In the 
midst of this demoniacal phrenzy, she lost the use of her sight aud 
speech, became almost completely paralyzed and died in a few 
hours afterwards,” 


SHE WRONGED HIM. 
WE'D already got our complement of passengers inside ; 
But, as the ‘bus careered along the Strand, 
A lady clambered on to it, and, finding we were full, 
Requested the conductor's leave to stand. 


But a fellow in the cornar rose and offered her his seat, 
And she thanked him in « most effusive way, 

But he answered, “Stow yer gabble; if | wasn’t gettin’ out, 
You might have stood there blooming well all day.” 


} 
22 


SOMETHING LIKE A SPORTSMAN. 
THE tall, thin, fair young man with the tawny moustache 
turned out of the Strand at Wellington Strect, and bent. his 


steps in the direction of the Victoria Club. He wanted to sec stirring events recorded 


\ Joe Thompson. He'd heard that the “Leviathan Bookmaker,” ve. The scene is a tailor- 
SV | 28 the newspapers devoted to chronicling racing news had dubbed establishment, where 
% him, was a reliable gentleman to bet with, and Thompson, and ntry Tootsumstrop 
& Thompson only, wont do. ng measured for some 
) “ Mr, Thompson—Jve Thompson, I believe?” he said to the tall, ning clothes—for he has 
white haired, weather beaten old gentleman who stepped out. 
“That's me? What is it, my lord?” 
“Well—er—I don't happen to belong to the nobility, but perhaps 
you will kindly tell me how the market is?” 
“Well, captain, there’s not much going on just now. Orme’s 
very firm for the Derby—they hardly back anything else. La 
Fléche goes well ; anything overa hundred to fifteen is jumped at. 
I laid seven monkeys myself early in the day, and took it back at 
sixanda half. There's a ton of money behind Goldfinch—tens of i 
thousands—but they tell me he’s turned a roarer, Seven hundred wer from Hilda, has only ’ 
and fifty’s just gone on Polyglot——" preliminary portion of puts on his 
“Ah—er—I don’t care much about the Derby, Mr. Thompson, Pate But, eh! be some mis- 
ng | and | may as well—er—mention that I'm not a captain ; my ame e. Why, : too short, and the coat 
© | is Jones—Mr. Jones.” whilet the waistcoat—oh ! it is too 
“Just so, sir. Well, there's the Guineas; perhaps you'd like to * . 
. | havea bet on. I can offer you a thousand vo thirty" he sinks swooning to the ground. ; 
Ms “Ah! but I—er—have no interest in horseracing-at all.” eanwhile, in distant Holborn, Hilda Huckledump waits for the 
ae “Oh, I see—it's dogs. Well, Waterloo Cup. Rundred to four- v Dialges Eyre comes. Her mood changes from Impatience to 
teen against-——” jety, and from anxiety to pique, so that when Henry's rival— 
“ Er—um—no, I don't back dogs.” perfidious tailor’s assistant who has made the little mistake 
© “Then, what in thunder d’ye want?” . Ape et 8 ip fe ee heser ane mie yes hee ya she 
“Well, I want shillin ys, and thereby adds another to the list,of broken hearts, 
T thought peered, ve shillings on Oxford for the Boat Race, and ch testify to woman's fickleness and the depth of man's deceit, 
bi A constable belonging to the E division, who ha pened to be a 


sing the club at the time, and was consequently called upon the 
nquest, rpceed that the deceased never touched the ground until 
his body fell with a sickening thud at the entrance tothe Lyceum. 


——— N / 


POTHOUSE PHILOSOPHY. 
IT was half-past twelve at last, and the leaden eyed potman of 
tue“ Market House Tavern” breathed a muttered prayer of thanks 
to the clock, and, turning abruptly to the “ four-half’” bar, growled 
out, “ Now then, you—time!” Three pairs of sleep-seeking eyelids 
went up, and six beery eyes gazed doubtingly at him. 
“W’y, 'Arry, ye ain’t goin’ to chuck us out, are ye?” asked one 
of the spirit-soaked citizens : “it’s a snowin’ like ole boots.” 
i Cant ‘elp it, you must go out!” responded the potman, 
“You're werry ‘ard, ’Arry,” argued the customer, “you might let 
us have a doss——” 


By this time the agile pewter scourer had vaulted the bar, and, 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 33.—GERTIE GAINSBOROUGH. 


By all the sainta Don Pedroswore : 
“Beshrew me! but I'll live 
In single cussedness no more !” 
So straight he sought the “ Friv.,” 
And there a vast, unnumbered host 
Of fairies fair found he; 
And the girl who on him smiled 
the most 
Was Number Thirty-three ! 


Oh! she was graceful, sweet and 
young— 
A wondrous, witching maid ; 
To sing her charms with amorous 


> | utterly disregarding all prayers and entreaties, he bundled the tongue 
three of them into the street. Two of them landed right end up, Each embryo bard essayed. 
but the leader of the Opposition to the Early Closing was not so pit / / So, ere a week, Don Pedro dropped 
fortunate. ; Me y Upon his trousers knee, 
—— him!” he ejaculated, as he essayed to regain his feet. 


Y And eagerly the question popped 


“That's what your old woman ‘II say about im when you get's To Number Thirty-three ! 


‘ome,” added one of the others, who was somet’ ing of a wag. 
“When | gits ome? If she’s sittin’ up for me I'll break ’er jaw!” 
“Generous of ye! She one ha’ gone to bed——” 


! 
cere to hed—she ? Well, if she has, blowed if I don't break her 
w! 


“What—an’ git no supper?” 

“Git no supper? Lummy, it wouldn't 
per! She knows, gallus well, if there was no supper I should 
simply make One job of it an’ break ‘er jaw!” 

“Ah, well, Bill, good night! I ‘opes she'll have somethink nice 
and tasty for yer,” 

“You do,eh? She'd better not! If I catch ’er a-wastin’ my 
money on ‘ot suppers—strooth ! 1 b'lieve I should break ‘er jaw!” 

- Kar, ‘ear!’ nssented the others, cordially ; and the three Home 
Rnlers got a move on them in the direction of another markct house, 


But Pedro's heart with dire alarms 
Anon grew sick and faint ; 
He found that all his charmer's 
charms 
Were merely paste and paint. 
She'd said, when she accepted him, 
: Her age was nineteen years ; 
But now his soul was racked with grim 
And irritating fears, 
And, oh! his love was turned to gall 
When from Springset Honse learned he 
That, like her number—dash it all !— 
Her age was Thirty-threc ! 


do for me to git no sup- 


Than we who struz- 
gle to make men's 


What with “sweaters” 
and fetid 


We by rapid stages 
tow'rds Poverty 


So, now time ia flit- 


How we are smitten 
good 


AX, yes! we tailors at 


And join the wailers 
*gainst workers’ 


Few toilers suffer a lot 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—~— 


“BRIGHTON GAZETTE,” 150 NorTH STRELT, BRIGHTON, 
January 29th, 1892. 


DEAR SLOPER,—Will you allow me to ask the assistance of your 
pen or pencil to ridicule a very arbitrary bye-law, which has of late 
I refer to the prohibition of 
owners of dogs to walk through the Pavilion Grounds on the old 
An ofticial, attired in 
I uniform of black and gold, has some most 
exciting steeplechases over seats in his endeavour to arrest unoffend- 
ing poodles, whilst a burly policeman keeps watch, incase his services 
A great deal of indignation is expressed on the part 
of visitors and others at the existence of sucha bye-law in the only 
would, [ am sure, resent 


come into operation at Brighton? 


Steine, accompanied by 


t their canine pets, 
high hat and a gorgeous 


are required. 


public resorts of the town. “Snatcher” 
any such unwarrantable interference with his liberty of action. 
lam, dear SLoPER, yours, ete., W. H. THOMPSON, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No, 100.—HE LOVINGLY ANTICIPATES THE RECEIPT OF MANY 


VALENTINES, 
THERE is one little point about SLorer, Esquire, 
That we cannot too highly commend ; 
When the hosts who admire him desire aud aspire 
To bestow on Humanity's Friend 
Some pledge of their love and affection profound, 
Be its value or little or much, 
Such kindness the heart of the Muddlebrained Mound 
To its innermost centre can touch, 


For instance, each year at the valentine time, 
When some millions of merrymaids dear 
Send SLOPER some millions of pictures sublime 

To express their affection sincere, \ 
The Mouldy One's soul is so stirred by each sign 
Of esteem, that for weeks the Old Boy 
Sits hugging and kissing those valentines fine, 
And sheds tears of ineffable joy ! 


There be sceptics who, speaking of SLOPER, avouch 
That a heartless old hoodlutn is he: 

But they'd alter their tale if the Stern Scaramouch 
At the valentine time they could see, 

Then with sacrosanct feelings of yratitude great 
Is the Sloperese body replete 

I'rom the witd tlowing locks on the Sloperese pate 
To the corns on the Sloperese feet ! 


And the Bard is delighted to mention this trait 
Inthe nature of SLOPER . . but, hark ! 

There's a sound that oppresses the Bard with disinay, 
Till his features with scowling grow dark. 

Por, alas! in the room which is next to the Bard's, 
The loud voice of the Fossil exclaims 

To a wholesale provider of beautiful cards :— 
“Sir, next Monday from maidens and dames 

I shall millions of valentines get; and such rot 
Must not SLOPER’s attention employ ; 

So, before I e’en see them, I'll sell you the lot 
At five shillings per thousand, my boy!” 


A JOB’S COMFORTER. 

WEARY was he and ill—dismally, piteously, depressedly ill, Te 
had been literally “striking out for the shore” through a perfect 
sea of drugs, and none of them seemed to do him any good, As day 
after day his doctor sounded him, that worthy’s visage lengthened 
lugubriously, and he made no bones about saying that, “unless you 
alter very materially, your stay here will be rather shorter than you 


suppose.” 


“Hang it!" he said at last, sick of everything and everybody. 
“A man can die only once,” and he flung off the bedclothes, and, 
casting ail precaution to the four winds of heaven, went out to seek 
solace and sympathy of his best and dearest friend. And he told 
that old friend all—and then waited for consolation. And the 
old friend gazed up at the ceiling through a cloud of cigar smoke, 
and was lost in reverie. He thought things over dreamily for some 
time, and then he said— 


“ By George! what a pretty little widow your wife'll make!" 


ALLY SLOPER’S 7 


CHRISTMAS APPBEBHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


*,* Subscribers of not less than Five Shillings will receive (post: 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 


SUDSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £149 l4s, 94d. 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; GronGE and DOUGLAS, 5s.; 
“AUTOMATIC,” 18, 8d.; THE BIG BRAK, lis.; THK MIDDLE BEAR, 10s. ; 
WILL T. (Cardiff), 4s.; Mrs. SM@RED (Richmond), 2s. 6d.; M. HL, 2s. 6d.; LIVER- 
POOL, 18.; per ALICE MAYDUE, F.O.S. (Prince of Wales’ Theatre, Birmingham), 
£5; L. M., 2s; “ NoBODY's Own,” 1s. 
Making a total received up to Fobrnary 2nd, 1892—£157 148, 54d. 


HELP! HELP! 

THOUGH fleetly the braves of the Fire Drigade 
At the bidding of Duty fly, ia Sere 

‘Tis at Sympathy’s call that their skill’s displayed 
As the pitiless fire burns hizh. 

When a shrieking form, in a sheet of flame, 
They behold in a roofward room, 

How they rush to rescue the anguished frame 
From the horrid impending doom, 


Though Duty makes sacred the first alarms 
To the lifeboat's heroes, at length 
‘Tis heaven given Sympathy girds their arms 
With an ultra-Hercnlean strength, ; 
They think how their fellow-men cower and shrick 
‘On the verge of a watery tomb; 
And, like demigods fighting a god, they seek 
To avert the impending doom, 


More strong than the King of the Stormy Main, 
More strong than the Monarch of Flame, 
King Poverty racketh his serfs with pain, 
And o’erwhelmeth their hearts with shame, 
Till, immured in their gloomy abodes, they sigh 
For the grave’s less appalling gloom ; 
Oh, let us—though ever so humbly—try 
To avert their impending doom ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Why is the letter R like St. Valentine's Day ?—Because it's not 
quite in the middle of Febrnary, but awfully near it. 


DESCRIPTION of a frosty Yule—* Christmas comes but Jee a 


ar you happen to meet “anld Flornie, Satan, Nick or Clootie, 

by all means cultivate his acquaintance. 
Pre ‘oof, 

ay that loved a sailor” was undoubtedly a brunette. 

Anyhow, she was the tar-kissed girl in England. 

THE following letter has been precipitated to us by the Mahatma 
of Dr. Harvey :—“I thought I did a big thing in discovering the 
circulation of the ve but the circulation of ‘SLOPER' knocks it 
i ng sleeved Ma-hat-ma,” 
tern WeaoE or DIAMoNDs—The fact that they let Bill Sikes in 
at your window, 

SLEIGHT Or HAND—A lady who wears 54 gloves. 


He is said to have con- | 


SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
RICHER THAN GOLD. 


(A TALE OF THE LONE PaciFic.) 
pee 
CHAPTER X, 

THE Mary Jane had a prosperous voyage. In three weeks’ time 
she arrived at Philadelphia; and when the captain reported: him. 
self to his “ 
owners, they 
failed to recog- 
nize in the ro- 
bust) gentleman 
before them the 
colossal moun- 
tain of tlesh who 
had for twenty , 
years sailed their , 5 
vessel, \  - 


The ‘miracle 
Ve | 


got abroad, and 
the newspapers 
interviewed the 
captain, and also 
interviewed 
Bulstrode. The 
old zincotype of 
a murderer, who 
had been hanged 
twenty years 
before, was dug 
out of the cellar 
of one office and 
published as a 
teliable likeness 
of the great dis- 
coverer, and the 
hotel in which, 
by the grateful 
muniticence of 
the captainofthe 
Mary Jane, he was able to reside, was besieged by armies of fat men, 
Bulstrode was cute, however; he had his specific registered in 
ten countries, and he carefully guarded his secret. Then a eyndi- 
cate was formed to purchase and work the discovery.  Bulstrode 
held off for good terms, and got them. He agreed to give up the 
secrets of the composition for £100,000 and a handsome Royalty on 
all future sales, and also undertook to guide representatives of tne 
company to the island where the raw materials were to be found, 
The agreement was duly ratified in all its conditions, and Frederick 
Bulstrode found himeelf rolling in wealth. 
A voyage for more material was made to the island, and all the 
savages were, in six hours, converted from their cannibal habits, 
It was mainly done with a shot gun 
and was most effective. One aged 
warrior, who took some time to die, 
shed teara at the indifference to 
good meat which the invaders be- 
stowed by towing the corpses down 
to the seashore and chucking them 
to the sharks. Then the ishind was 
named Frederick Island, after the 
\ inventor of the specific, and, having 
secured 2 cargo and left a staff to 
work the remainder, the vessel re- 
turned to the States, 
Here Colonel Buls- 
trode—they had made 
him a colonel in their 
enthusiasm — only tar- 
ried to edit the list of 
testimonials which were 
to be published, and to 
draw up a catching 
avertisement of the 
beneticent effects of the 
new specific, and then 
he turned his face to 
England and to Love. 


. * ° 

‘Twas the Mth of 
February! Arabella 
Jane Burke sat alone in 
her gilded boudoir, but 
her thoughts were far 
away. She was surround: 
ed with every luxury, 
but all the luxury availed not to lift the load of grief from her heart. 

Strewn arcana) her were the results of the first morning post. 
Her father had handed the parcels addressed to her with a smile 
of satisfaction. The valentines, which had been delivered by the 
post, were evidently the offerings of the rich. But these 
evidences of triumph in the arena of love brought no joy to her 
soul. She recognized whence they all came, These were from 
her monied lovers, and she hungered for a humbler tribute, which 
she had hoped to receive. Sadly she looked on the pencil- 
sharpener she had received from Frederick Bulstrode, and which 
was now the only tangible link which held her to him. Could he 
be still true to her?) Who could tell?) Was he——? 

Her train of thought was interrupted by a rat-tat at the front 


Besieged by arthies of fat men. 


The list of testimonials. 


| door, and presently the maid entered with a shabby looking six-a- 


venny envelope in her hand, with an explanation that the postman 
bad overlooked it on his previous round. Eagerly Arabella Jana 


: seized it, The post-mark was Philadelphia, She tore it open, and 


a joyous flush spread over her face as she pulled forth a sheet of 
note-paper, on which a gentleman ina blue coat and red trousers 


fia 


-° tAVQRGLN 
cam Weil) 


F 
Alone in her gildel bondoir, 


was leading a lady ina purple bonnet, a yellow shawl and a yreen 
dress towards an altar, on which two hearts were being roasted on 
a mutual skewer. Fondly Arabella Jane preesed the document to 
her heart. She at once knew it was from her absent lover, who, 
she believed, though poor, still loved her. ; 

(Lo be concluded newt wees) 
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THE “F.O.8."” PORTRAIT GALLERY. | AN UNSPEAKABLE sORROR. 


I 
| 


| 
Ly 
ia 
vo ee 
Ma yr. When onr rent and taxes, our salary und 
those of the bp itt officers are paid, you may call 
again, we'll see if there's any balance left. So you had 
better get into the house for the present. 


Hi ' 


No. 212 -Mr. JOSEPE CRAWSHAW, F.OS." ya +1 V2 ~ & 


“The gentleman whose highly intelligent features are depicted 

above was born of rich but honest parents, who, being unwilling Lady Visitor. Is that a portrait of your late wife, Mr. Lankley? Of course it ia, Why, it’s a speaking 

i soca izes aprons, Ha his hysical sralniag aii menial likeness, is it not ? 

elucation, left him an o! tt ler age of four, hey 

H > were careful also, however, to cake hima Ward in Guancery| _ Lankley (who had a none too hapre expe grcoof his wife's tongue during her lifetime, fervently). A speaking Grand rush of MacQueen, of the London Scottish, wilco 

ie a and it is, no doubt, owing to this ution on the part of his likeness ? No. Heaven be thanked, ft is xu. playing against the Lilliputians, 
f thoughtful parents that our hero is at the present: moment one -_- -— —— —— — — Se 
| of the most brilliant ornaments of the Law ; for, brought into BETTER LUCK THAN JUDGMENT. 


constant contact with his judicial guardians, anl taught as he 
was almost, as we may say, from infancy to stand in awe and 
fear of the law, it was but natural that he should select the legal 
profession. When still a child, it is true, be had fully made up 
his mind that he would become a policeman, but when later on 
it was pointed out to him that, besides lacking that brilliant 
imagination without which ne constable can ever hope to 
succeed, he was also handicapped with a strict regard for the 
truth, he wisely consented to relinquish his ambition anid settle 
down to study law -a proceeling which he has had little canse 
to regret, for besides bringing him fame and fortune, his profes- 
sion has been the means of gaininy him the title of F.O.S, and 
the ‘Sloper Award of Merit, which, chiefly because he is @ first- 
rate solicitor, was presented to him November 14th, 1891."— 
Debrett Improved, 


“Good gracious, Mr. Grian! what is the meaning of this 
unseemly attire?” “Why, sir, 1 thought you told me I was 
only allowed out atter nightfall iu a cap and gown, so I just 
ebeved orders,” 


(1), “ Missed ‘em again, by George!" said young Cheapside to his friend Bang- | some shooting that'll astonish you, mind that !"——(4). Then he pulled the trigger— 
feather, who had taken him out fur a snapat the ducks. “It's all the fauit of this bang !—and came in for his own share of astonishment also! It was Cheapside who 
dashed gun! The devil himself couldn't hit a barn door at three yards off with a dis- had loaded the weapon after a new and original method of his own. It was certainly 
sipated old gas-pipe like this!” (2). * Pooh, my dear fellow !" replied the experi- rather a “flukey" shot on the part of the latter, which brought down half the flock 
enced Bangfeather, “old proverb about bad workmen and their tools, you know. Give of birds in the excitement of the moment.— (5). But the way in which the fellow 
me your shooting-iron and take mine, Soon show you it’s not the fault of the gun.” bragged about it on the way home to his poor, broken-up fellow-sportsman, and the 
—(3). “Here's a chance! Keep still, now, and don't scare ‘em, and I'll show you hints he gave him on the art of duck shooting, were enough to madden a saint. 


DANCING GIRLS. | RIVER-‘SES ARE SWEET. A WARNING TO TROUBADOURS. 


“ My unfortunate Parent is now living in consta 
On the reassembling of Parliament, last week, it was 
appearance on the scene, the ‘Commons’ resembled a 
with Iky Mo, unlimited ‘Unsweetened’ and a pack 


A ENE 
it ye ? 
ei qn 4 cl vy 


AN ERROR OF JUOGMENT. 


NOT QUITE W 


= ZY 
Se 


THE POOR MAN'S GOUT. 


“Gout, Sanders? Pooh! yon never drank to excess.” “ You ; ‘ 4 : 
zee, mains it’s the poor man's gout, caused by not being able to No. 33. The first bite of the season, and consequent delight of the jolly ei oe ree Me never piece Ss 
vet a put when a man’s thirsty.” The girl who wears tight shoes. anglers, delusions and one ace la asa 
F BaP a pe FE sie g - When young Tossup decidel to emigrate, his 2. A photo of himse 
London : Printed by DaLul&L BROTHERS, at their Camden Pres, High Street, N.\., 1. 1 L’ublished by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperica” 9 hoe Laue Loodou. E.U.cdetanday Poeun in 180g , : : 
: Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, .—Saturday, February ends Considerately. provided him with-every requi- How he bragged. too, 0! 
: . ao ss 18, 1898 for waging war against man and beast, aud in have, riding, fishing ar 


burn he yresented each of thei with— therefore somewhat disa: 


